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THE DEPARTED
GLORY OF |

Haste thee, nymph, and biripg with thes
Mirth and youthful jollity.

CQuips and cranks, aond winton wiles,
Sucl ag hek in maidens amiles.

A man, broadshonldered, with bronzed arms and eurly brown hale,
was laying brick upon o wall in West Thirty-ninth street. And to the
tinkie of the fiylug trowel he sang. The song he sang wns that—

The song he sang was that—

Haste thee, nymph, and bring with thea
Mirth and youthfal joilicy.

It was a stringe song for a bricklayer to slng while he worked away
upon a wall n West Thirty-ninth stroet. But he was an educnted brick-
layer, and, besides, he was the seventh son of a seventh son, nnd he could
foresee the foiure.

And while he sang, and w hile he woiked, the summong of hls song
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¢ OUBRETTE ROW.” redolent of wine, cosmetics and elgnreftes,
Shoma of such frolles ‘as would give a country church deapon a 8t
“Spubrette Row,” where dlamonds, long since sent to pawmn,

perhaps, have written pet names on the window panes.

“Sanbrette Row," parent of awful next moruings, and a memory for
gll time to the New Yorker who lives In thls end of the céntury.

“Sgubrette Row.”" There have heen tiat houses in dlfferent parts of
the city which clalmed that neme, but none of them over came by it
bonesily, They stole It from the flats In Thivty-ninth strect, between
Beventh and Highth dvenuea, There the name wag boru—horn of sneh
hlldrity, such rollleking nights and such repentnnt days as wanderers
from other clties and other shores have lad cauge to wonder at.

Every paving stone In the roadway before those famouns flats stands
for goodness knows how many cases of champhgne. vPhe dust which the
wind delveth away" ill fairly represent the more plebelan deinks wihilch
have been swallowed tlere. Clgarcttes enough and elgars enough have
been burned In the pooms of that row to make a bonfire as big as n eity
square. :

“Sonbrette Row.” In these tldy hotses, where gtriped awnings keep
the morning light from sleepy eyes, there haa lingered a life which can
never be found except within halling dlstance of the theatres and the
glare of Broadway lghts.

From the day when that jaunty line of fiats in West Thirty-ninth
glraotwas opened, the nymphs have heen hastening thither, at all hours
of day and night, in cobs nnd on foot. Mirth and youthfnl jollity, aud
for that matter some jollity which was bnld-headed and hod snowy
Whiskers, jolned In the procession, and wlat a canvan they have mmde,

They began golng thére very slowly. For # decorous and eommendn-
ble longth of time church-going fathers made Homes for thele “properly’”
brought-up families there. Such wen ag glept o' nights and went to hum-
drum business every iorning tried to find rest there for weary lbones
and bralps, Little ehildren, neat but not guady, played about the door-
steps, and “respectubllity® covered the plnce Hke a mantle.

grogariops. The time cnme when there was searcely a name upon the
letter-hoxes, from 251 to 261 In West Thirty-ninth street, which did not
figure maore or less in the finaneclal hurcly-burly dowi, town. Then the
people on ‘Change and the people all through the quarter knew It as
“Brokers" Row.™ )

But ‘one fine day an actor, lke Satan, “enme alsn.” And from the
day that he perched his Taresand Penates in a third-floor fat there, and
gave hig old futher and mother two comfortable seats by the window,
Qulet took its filght from the Row-.

ffor actors ave & nolsy follk, Thelr day begins when the rest of the
world I8 beginnlpg to think alivul bedilme. Thelr hours and their habits
do not Jibe with the hours and hablts of other peopla. No, not much.

tn o Hitle wille more getors and actredses eame, and nlght still
more took unto itself the uproariousness of day, Soubrette Row never
sl

!p'é"ben the comfortable merchantman hounseholder: in the “Row" “had

just settled his bralns for g long Winter's nap' & cab would unlond Its
jaughing, fun-maklng orew just underneath bls windows. It wasg his
theatrical nelghbor, with a few invited souls of the profession. Tired
of entertalning other people, they liad come to *the flat” to entertain

Wall Street factors made their homes there. Wall Streef men are

themselves for a few hours.

It wax “after midnlght o the ti¥ed merchantman, To the playess
#nd thelr night-owl friends it wag *fnst the shank of the evening.’ The
chinfing dlsh wes hiot, and while it simmered the corks popped. The
plano was loud, but the langhter was louder, the floors shook with
thie daneing, nnd the tobacco smoke: crept unden the doprs und into the
Iliwizs.  They called it *“*Clgarette How' by this time.

Then shortly ¢ime the new nnd enduring title. The musle of rat-
tHuy poker chips ndded to the endless conglomerate of nolse. The com-
Bination of sounds whicl echoed through' the airshaft of “Soubrette
Rtow" defled nnalysls. As tlme went on It grew loudei and louder. Some
of the soubrettes got out of work, but the nofse and the merrlment went
on just the same, It wns a gay old row by this time, and the fime bf It
went ahroad.

One by one the merchantmoen holsted gall and bore away to other
anchorage. For every storekeeper who left, a sonbrette, or—hetter and
gnyoer still—two soubrottes, came, and the fun grew fast and furlous.

Then It was “Souhrette Itow' in good earnest. When stranded Thes.
plens, whom fate Had enst adrift in Western towns with « long stretch
of milles Listwaen them pnd New York, made a mentdl calenlation of the
dlstince between there Khd home. HSoubretts Row" was the objective
polut In thé figuracy. Footlight favorites down on their Tuck, melodra-
matle fallures, song nnd dance artlsts, Fatimas who found the demand
for barefoot exhibitlons on the wane. chorus girls and. varlety show
acrobats. made for “‘Boubrette Row" when they struck New York, as
the Mecen whers all desirable things wers focussed.

The gulet marrled people whe live In the nelghborhood of the “Row"
have beer wont to olage thelr windows and deaw the shades after
nightfall, for the air was frelghted now and thien with songs 1n English
thnt were not of the nlcest, The ne!ghb‘:m i1 not lke thelr ehildren
o venture to the windows after certaln hours at night elther, for the
aSpnbratte Row' tennnis of the petticonted varlety were not at nll par-
tlenlay dbout elevnting their toes to unholy altitudes in moments of espe-
¢lal exlhilavation,

Neformers, colort upon cobort of them, have pulled Jong faces and
In thelr bad books put n pencil mark throngh that famous block lu
Phlrty-ninth street. Pollcemen with thick-soled shoes and long night
sileks, and only too enger eyes, have stood for wenny hours nlong the
eurbstones of this thoroughfare, from durk till dawn, loaking-for victims,
Yot somehow the ceascless clufter and langhter, and feverish gayety of
“Sopbrette Row?” hiuve gone on unimpalred by time, inclisnged by chang.
fng administrations.

Phroughout this Greater New York there ure in many places dashies of
this same life. S0 concenled, however, amid quiet surroundings, that
pollcemen, uo matter how lynz-eyed, could never find them out.

But In “Sopbrette Row'' the denlzéns were balder. When the per-
formances in the blg pluyhouses were over “Houbrette Row's"™ fun be-
gan, and the dwellers there didn’t care tooch who knew It. There was
ne cause for them to get np enrly, so they stayod up late. They spent
thelt evenlngs singing and drncing and walking through parts which
paid them little snongh, all for the smusement of other people. When
they had one thelr stint and sent the sleepy, steady-going New Yorkers
home soothed and satisfied, it was thelir turn to bove fun, and they had

'EAMOUS OLD
“SOUBRETTE ROW.”

| and the llltIng tune of If, nnd the sunlight which was #ll about him,
werelnwrouglit with the morta v and prisoned In the wall he was bullding.
By and by the work was done and the bullder went awsy. But his
gong remained behind; chained In the wall
That was years ngo. The bullder is forgotten, but the wall stands.
And dny and night, lo denelng sunshine, and when darkness has fanllen,
drenry with rain nnd snow, the song and ite bidding bave echoed
through Thirty-nlnth street:
Fleate thee, nymph, and bring with thes
Mirth and yopthful jollity.
The boliding §s “Soubrette Row.!" Now the parable of the sluging
bricklayer s plaln. .
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1t on thelr own stamping-ground and In thelr own way.

As tlme wore on thelr way became wilder, nolsler, mors reckless.
Some of the brightest minds In New York went there to furn Intel
lectnal bandsprings. If the antles took on & physieal chnaracter, nnd
when the wine was red or yellow, a soubretie became an nerobat Instead
of a first-row chorus singer, what was the différence? She was always
an her ping agaln In the morning, and ready for the work which patd
bher tent nnd brought her dally bread. \

Put It wis rlghtfall whiell woke “Soubrette 'How' fo 1ife. Thither
thronged glided sons of rléh fathers and tired rounders whose only solnce
from: the weariness born of upiown gnyetles was to plunge anew and be
gnyer stil

Thithar went the ott-of-town Johnnies, with idle, rusty, Inactive dol-
lars In thelr pockets, and a deep longing to wihirl, if for one night only,
n this vortex of metropolitan swift life. No provineial who ever went
paying calls in “Soubrette Iow' and trok hils thirst and his reckless-
ness with Lim, and had a fair [nitlatlon to the revels thers, came AWAY
complnining of Its dulpess. There was alwars detlon there,

There wns always a calb—sometimes n dozen of them, In front of some
one or other of those porticoed doors. There was swishing of skirts
and lond cachinatlons which told of multitudinous bottles. There were
messenger boys ronning to and from the doors, colored maids skurrylng
out and returning with mysterions psckages which any worldly man
might know had lobsters in them.

There were Hghts In the long rows of windows—bright, wide-awake
lights—when all the rest of New York except, perhaps, Park row, had
long since sought its bed and gpme to snoring.

Tt was daylight always before the Jast visiting *“Johnnie' had muf-
fled himeelf up In his Inverness and clambered Into hls cab with a flush
on his check and bees In his beaver. )

1n the Summer time there were '‘roof partles’” on the “Row.” The
hosts and hostesses, the goests, the entire commiseary, and all the musi-
cal Instruments that were portable, weré “toted” to the roof, nnd there
through the worm, moonllt, Summer nights revel relgned. They ate nnd
drank, and played angd sang, aod made Iove and played pranks such as
made the man in the moon siare aghast.

It was n luckless wight who possed along about hls buklness on the
sQpubrette Row' side of Thirty-ninth street in those nolsy nights, No
matter how new his derby waes, the stimmiated chorus Indy had no
thought of that when she poursd upon blm the contents of whatever
bottle of liguld cnme first 10 her hand.

The smoke and the musle, and the clattering Inughter of that erowd
of rave, vieh nnd racy decadents mode roof nlghts In “Soubretie Row”
memorable in Tenderloln history.

But it 1s all over now, 'The pervasive spirit of the New England blue
laws, which came In with the last tidal wave, has come Uke a stalking
ghost upon all the wild merry-mnking of “Soubrette Row.,'" Stillncks
relgna In the deserted sireet. The nolse, the lghits, the food, the drink,
‘the musle, the mad mirth are all memories. The figures which once
gitted to and fro there have disnppeared,

They will never come back, The old order has changed. Fun snch
as “Soubrette Row” knew It does not cohslst with latter day munlelpal
ordpt. The lnst echo of the bricklayer's gong has dled uwway. 'Fhe
“Row' i lilke n house where some tragedy has befallen. and.linw and
lonesome ke, “the mourners go about the streets.”, ¢

ing the club was that ke had insomula,

Willlam Scott 8 another of these sporiy
youths. He s a promising boy of sixty-
three. He hos ridden a wheel for severad
yenrs, Churles Alken, photographer, is the
only one of the brigade wha ls fn active
business, He Is the strong man of the
purty.

The five olil men have had a barrel of fun
in their road rons. Crowds have waylald
them, just to shake hands. “Kids" have
guyeil them, but they are happy, beenuse
the chnnee ls good now for the orgoniza-
tlon of a womin's puxillary to the brlgnde,
The lender will probably be Mrs, Ellgnbeth
Hellogg, wife of Professor Julins Kelloge,
of Northwestern Unlversity,

A CHINESE TELEGRAM.

A Clumsy System' of Transmission Now in
Vogue on the Lines of Li
Hiung Chang.

PATRIARCHS ON WHEELS.

An Olti Man's Bike Brigade; Well Known on
All the Roads About
Chicago.

‘Evaaston, TIL., has the finest old quintet
of gray-whiskered bleyele ernnks thot ever
pedalled manfylly up a high hill, pusling
like # lot of schoolboys, fesling that sge
has no power to ourb thelr dash of en-
erEy.

Thesp fne cyellog patrinrehs eall them.
seives the “Old Men's Brigade," and nre g
properly organized club all by themaolves,
They take brisk snd quiet extensive runs
about Chieago, and all Cook County, and,
in fect, all of Tilonls, has "heard their
fame,

The youngest member, the baby of this
extraordinary biercle organization; ls only
sixty-three years gld. He [s a mere child
compatred with the oldest member, who Is
“nigh on to seventy-fve,"" und frisky yet
No wheelman who has not =eén shxty Win-
fers enn get Ioto this gray-beird fellow-
ship, and to be thoroughly eligible every
applleant must have o clalm, no matter
how slender, to (1l health.

Tlie oldest of the “Hrigade™ Is David
Bonnell. He ls & retired Jumberman, who
took to the hicyele to cure his rheuma-
tism, got well and then urged his old |
chuing to go and do likewise,

James Mdora, the sscond member, Is
alzty-elght years old. He lg a big land
owner. and the funny mun of 1ttt

Chinese j& the only langunge that cannet
be telegraphed, So # clpher system hps
been invented, by which messpges can be
selt.

The for of the m need nob bother
himself pbout the meaning. He may tele-
graph all duy without the slightest Ides of
the Information he Is sending, for Le truns.
mits orly numerals.

It s ery different with the recelver, how-

ever. He hos a code dictlomary st his
elbow, and after each messnge is received |

AWOMAN'S AGE
HER SECRET

The Prince of Wnles once asked a very
pretty woingn her nge. She replled: “Just
twenty-five.””  Five years Iater he met her
peitin, when he askéd the same question.
“Just twenty-five,” she again replled. The
Prince smiled, and sald: “Fiye years ago
Fou mnde the same gnswer,” “‘Ab, Your
Highness, surely you don’t think I am n
woman who says one thing to-duy fnd an-
other thing tomorrow.”

Women all the world over, white, black,
ved and yellow, equlvochte on gne point,
That polut is thelr age. In fact, there is
something essentlally unfeminine in the
make-up of a woman ‘who, having prrlved
—having very tuteh arcived—at yenrs of

dlgeretion, does yot equivocate. And it s
a woman's fivst duty to be feminine.
Looking over the Blus Book, where our
ages are perlodically reglstered, one faet
stunds out for all-who ruu to rend. It is
that the vast majority of womlen's nges

thereln récoriled cluster pear the ently

twenfles aud the multiples of teu.

When she

move untl compelled to do so by the too
ovident pressure of years.

 This feminine propensity to falslfy one’s
age is not always the restit of vanity. Tt
may drlse at tmes from a slovenly hublit of
the mind, which Is lonth to ehunge & figure
that ‘has done seivice for so long, When
the new yent comés on us, the pen often
clings with sentimentnl forgetfuluess (o
the fignres of the old. It rebels agninst
putting & 7 where n 6 has been.

Perhiups the same lnzy sentlment nnd
forgetfulness wrge o woman fo fabrleate
fin age In consonance with her desive,

The favorite ‘sticking ages' for women is
twenty-five. This Is proved by the fact
thut the aimber of women retupning them-
selves s between tweiity nnd twenty-five
Iz far Inrger than the number of givls re-
turned ten years hefore as belng between
ten nnd fifteen. The former must naturally
be the sarvivors of the latter. Fere Is o
litile mystery of which the solution must
be found in the Intricate mazes of woman's
vanity.

Why o woman should begin to falsify her
fge In the encly twentles hos always been
n puzzle fo the falr and kguare minded
lords of creation. From! twenty-five to
thirty-five Is assupedly the table land of
womnn's lfe and attractivensss

Granted. But woinen are essentinily pru-
dentlal in thelr enleulations.

If one is determined to “'stlek'” at twenty-
uine, to refunse to run the stecplecbase of
life' falrly, to decling to take ot n bound
the third wultiple of ten, 1t Is well to begin

' T ot In good time. A yeur or two In the e

PIT FULL OF SKELETONS.

n Ancient- Mexican B_m_ying Ground Con.
taining the Bones of Countless
Thousands.

Assemblyman Mnck, of Tuyo County,
Cal., has written to a Western  paper re-
garding a peculint bBorylng-ground sitnated
In the aneient elty of Guanajuato, the eap-
{thl of the State of the same name In Mex-
feo,  Mack, while on a visit, noticed a
bonerard sitoated on. a monntaln near
‘there.

The ecnclosure measures about one hun-
dred square yards, and Is sorroonded by o
wall fwelve feet high nnd eéight feet in
thlckness. In this wall ate erypts which
bold the dend’ bodles, If any one dles In
the clty the retatives, on peyment of $40,
are granted permigslon to put the remalns
of the decessed Into ong of fhe erypts.
The erypt 1s then sealed and the body ul-
fowed to remsain there for five years.

1f nt the explration of this time the rol-
atives pay another $100 they have the
right to leave {he body in the erypt for-
ever, ‘Should the $100 not be forthcoming
t_hf.' veminiug Are thken to the boneynrd,
where this growsome collectlon of bones
;:o\’m the ground to a depth of twenty
ent.

Siairs lead down to n 300-foot passage,
at the end of which is a large pit. Here
Iyiug about s the collection of skulls and
skeletons. Oun both sides of the passage
are arrangid embalmed bodies. These are
placed  Ia nlehe-llke  Indentatlons and

aled. They. tre ¢ . B




